Women in frail beauty trust,

Only seem you fair to me :
Yet prove truly kind and just,

For that may not dissembled be.

Sweet, afford me then your sight.

That, surveying all your looks,
Endless volumes I may write

And fill the world with envied books :

Which when after-ages view,

All shall wonder and despair.
Woman to find man so true,

Or man a woman half so fair.

CAMPION

Sweetest love, I do not goe,
For wearinesse of thee,
Nor in hope the world can show
A fitter Love for mee;
But since that I
Must dye at last, 'tis best,
To use my selfe in jest
Thus by fain'd deaths to dye ;
Yesternight the Siinne went hence,
And yet is here to day,
He hath no desire nor sense,
Nor halfe so short a way :
Then feare not mee,
But beleeve that I shall make